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To 
MY WIPE 



A number of these poems have appeared in the "New 
York Evening Sun/' and it is by courtesy of the editor 
that they are reproduced here. 



LIFE SINGS A SONG 

I sit in the sun, 
And I sit in the rain, 
And I sew, and I sew 
My fantastic trousseau 
Of pleasure and pain ; 
I stitch it with tears 
And I hem it with laughter. 
With thread of the years 
And design of hereafter; 
I sit in the sun, 
And I sit in the rain, 
And I sew, and I sew 
My fantastic trousseau 
Of pleasure and pain. 

Soon it is over, 

Out goes the spark, 

Cometh my lover. 

Death, in the dark. 

And I move in the mist 

To my certain, sad tryst. 

And I go to his side 

To the bridegroom the bride. 

And I stand at his side, 

By the bridegroom the bride. 

And Earth is the priest 

That unites us, and shrives us. 

That blesses, forgives us 

And takes us to feast ; 
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The dust is our bread, 
And the grave is our bed, 
And eternal and deep 
Is our bridal sleep. 

And our children shall be 
The waves of the sea, 
And the grass of the lea, 
And the leaves of the tree. 
And the flowers that bloom. 
On Earth's vast tomb, 
And the stars that light 
The meadows of Night; 
And the wind that rejoices, 
The wind that sighs, 
Shall sing with their voices 
And cry with their cries ; 
And their eyes shall gleam 
In the white moonbeam 
On our marriage-sleep ; 
And their eyes shall pierce 
In sunlight fierce 
To the roots that creep 
And twine and lace 
Our resting-place; 
And our children shall be 
As the sands of the sea 
Thro' Eternity. 

For this I sit 
In sun and rain 
And sew and sew 
My fantastic trousseau 
Of pleasure and pain. 
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LOVE SINGS A SONG 

Life, my child. 

That runnest so wild 

Like a wind set free, 

Like a wave in the sea, 

Of Eternity, 

The fields of the sky 

And the meadows of Earth, 

Thy mother am I, 

I gave thee birth 

My child, my own ! * 

And now thou art grown 

So fierce, so strong. 

To struggle, to fret 

In years that are long 

Thinkest thou, therefore, that I forget 
Mine ancient debt ? 
My child art thou yet ! 

Come dream at my knee 

Forever shalt thou abide with me i 

Thy being I willed 
With an immanent spark. 
And my days were fulfilled 
In a creeping dark. 
And a silence stark 
And stanch as earth, 
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And I gave thee birth 
To my own mad moan 
In all infinity alone ; 
And the only sky 
To see thee by 

Was the light that shone in mine own eye 

For in my brow 

Were the stars still sealed 

And thinkest now 

That I shall yield 

Thy pain-wrought breath 

To the envious, motherless One called Death? 

Come dream at my knee ! 

Forever shalt thou abide with me. 

Ay, thou shalt lie down 

At the feet of the rain 

In a thick, strange dark 

And a silence stark 

As the first again ! 

And thou shalt be laid 

In a tongueless shade 

That lies as deep 

As the dream of sleep; 

And the living sky 

Like a corse shall lie 

In the tomb of thine eye ; 

And thou shalt hear. 

In thy cold, choked ear 

The lustful breath 

Of the One called Death ; 

But think not, therefore, that I forget 

Mine ancient debt ! 

My child art thou yet ! 

[12] 



Come dream at my knee. 
Forever shalt thou abide with me I 

I shall come to thee 

With the strength of the sea 

Passionately ; 

I shall come to thee 

In the roots of the tree 

Tenderly ; 

And quietly 

As things that grow 

My breath shall blow 

Upon thy face ; 

And I shall trace 

To thy retreat 

The fragrant feet 

Of the flowers that are; 

And in a star 

My eye shall peep 

Upon thy sleep; 

And my voice shall stir 

In the wind's wild strain 

On the dulcimer 

Of the stringed rain ; 

And all the sky 

The earth, the sea, 

Shall be but I 

Embracing thee 

Thro' Eternity ! 

Think not, therefore, that I forget 

Mine ancient debt! 

My child art thou yet ! 

Come dream at my knee 

Forever shalt thou abide with me ! 
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THE POET 

I shall sing my song to the midnight tree, 
And the leaves shall listen and lisp to me, 
"The God of Song He heareth thee !" 



I shall sing my song to the smiling moon, 
Who shall say, "Thy song is a blessed boon. 
And God, He f ashion'd thee for a tune !" 

I shall sing my song to the wandering bird 

And it shall answer me word for word. 

Nor Heaven shall know whose song it heard. 

I shall sing my song to my young Love's ears, 
And she shall hallow me with warm tears. 
And I shall dream 'tis God that hears. 

What need have I of the world's poor boon, 
Who have Love and leaf and bird and moon 
And the God who fashion'd me for a tune? 
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LOVE'S SORROW 

Oh ! Love, I am too little a thing to be 

The continent of thy star-shouldering might, 

And my mortality is all too slight 

To be so shaken with Eternity ; 

The shell holds but dream'd echoes of the sea 

That one strong wave may shatter in foam'd flight, 

And me, a prism of thy diffused light, 

Thou bumest with a rainbow agony. 

I should be uncompass'd Earth, unchannel'd air. 

The ageless stars and the large- wombed sea, 

All things that are not trammeled in a breath, 

Or cabin'd in a thought, or cramp'd in Care, 

In that mysterious, mute epitome. 

Spaceless and Timeless that our dreams call Death. 
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MOONLIGHT IN THE STREET 

It lies like tired, spent lightning that has fallen asleep 
on the ground, 

It melts the cold dark into music, into music that 
breathes not a sound, 

It sheets the dead trees in splendor with motherly fin- 
gers and kind, 

And it eases soft as a carpet the stinging feet of the 
wind. 

It is Beauty reft of its passion, it is Pathos cleansed 

of its pain. 
It is spun of the veins of lilies, and of sun-threads 

sunken in rain. 
It is born of the Darkness praying with a God-light on 

its face. 
And the Ultimate Pity hath sent it — ^a grace of Its 

Grace. 
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SING, WIND O' SUMMER 



Sing, wind o' summer, thro' the leaves 

Thou art not all that grieves 

Seeking some golden thing that hath no name ; 

In thy melodious winging 

Beneath the cloudy moon 

I hear my own heart singing 

As sad, as lorn a tune, 

Pursuing vain, like thee, some trackless flame» 

Forever wandering, 

Of love, of joy, of fame 

Sing, wind o' summer, sing! 
Sing! 



REST FROM DESIRE 

The years shall bring us rest 
From wind and fire; 

But, sweetest still and best 

Rest from desire. 



For Sorrow trudgeth by. 

And tears are dry 

r the light o' the sun; 

But the hearfs unwearied spinning 

Is never, never done, 

From Life's strange, sad beginning 

Till the grave is won. 

We shall rest in the silent sea 

From storm and wind and fire ; 

But the sweetest rest shall be 
Rest from desire. 
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CREPE ON THE DOOR 

The dead they sleep a long, long sleep ; 
The dead they rest, and their rest is deep ; 
The dead have peace, but the living weep. 

The moonlight sleeps like a silver lake . . . 

The dead they know nor pain nor ache ; 

The living watch, and their hearts they break. 

The night stands mute at the shutter'd pane . 
The dead shall need no prayers again, 
But the living cry unto God in vain. 

The wind goes by with a weary moan . . . 

The dead lie stark and still as stone. 

But the hearts of the living cry for their own. 

The candles gleam where the pale dead sleep . 
The dead they rest, and their rest is deep ; 
The dead have peace, but the living weep. 

The dead they sleep — and soft is their bed ; 
Oh ! why do the living weep for the dead ? 
And why not weep for themselves instead ? 
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LONGING 

Each little comer of the earth, my fair. 

Where you have been and laughed and known no care. 

There have I died, and I lie buried there. 

Wherever you have danced, unknowing me. 
Under your feet rose up a Calvary, 
And there I hang forever on a Tree. 

Paris, that made your eager heart to leap, 

I have a thousand graves there ; when you sleep 

My wraith goes there to pity me and weep. 

X lie in Egypt with the ancient kings ; 

Their hearts are still ; but mine each moment brings 

A voice, your voice ; I rest not while it sings. 



I rest not and I listen, while they lie 

Forgiven kings whose doom was but to die 

I listen for my name upon a sigh. 

I listen for my name upon the air, 

My name upon your voice, for you were there 

And I shall listen till the tombs are bare. 

And I shall listen vainly on that hill 

Of Athens, where you dream'd great dreams, until 

Of e'en that Beauty Time shall have its fill. 
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SONG OF YOUTH 

Youth, why goest so proud 

O'er Life's green meadow ? 
Yon sheen is but a shroud, 

Yon star a shadow 

Dost know, high-hearted rover, 
There waits beneath the clover 
The grave, thy lover ? 

Nay, yonder star it shimmers not in vain, 

And it is Beauty's face I see that flushes thro' the rain; 

'Tis the lips of Love my soul seeks in ecstatic pain. 

Oh, it is Music's voice I hear on hilltops of the mor- 
row, 
Louder than the Silence is in the ear of Sorow, 
And it is Glory's light o' gold that mine eyes borrow! 

Dost know, high-hearted rover 
There waits beneath the clover 
The grave, thy patient lover? 

Oh! be it but a Dream I chase from the threshold of 

my mind. 
And follow as the fresh sea-foam the flying feet o' the 

wind 

An it lead me to the Door of Death, then God were 

less than kind! 
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Dost know, high-hearted rover 
There waits beneath the clover 
The grave, thy patient lover? 

Oh! be it but a wanton Dream my fleet feet follow, 
An it lead me to the Door of Death, then all were hol- 
low, hollow! 

It is no idle wind, O Youth, that cometh sighing, 
It is the pain of Love, 

Crying, crying 

It is the voice of Beauty, 

Dying, dying, dying 

Still waits beneath the clover 
The grave, thy patient lover ! 

Oh! it was Beauty's face I saw flushing thro' the rain, 
'Tis the lips of Love my soul seeks in ecstatic pain. 
And it is Music's voice I heard on hilltops of To-ntor- 

row. 
And it is Glory's light o' gold that mine eyes borrow. 
And be it but a Dream I chckse and be all hollow, hol- 
low, 
God speed the flying feet o' me, for I shall follow, fol- 
low. 
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MY LOVE ASLEEP 

Sleep shines on her like a benevolent star 

Unseen, and on the lily of her face 

A pallid glamour sheds, like that which haunts 

The long lane of the moonlight on the sea. 

She seems not to have passed the gates of Sleep, 

But waking, in the shelter of her eyes 

To hold some beauteous vision, errant dream, 

In blue enchantment, curtain'd 'gainst escape. 

Oh ! blessed dream, oh ! vision more than fair. 
Oh ! Sleep, so fortunate in thy votary. 
That dost with envious Nature so conspire 
Against me in the watches of the dark. 

Here in the lonely silence and slow hours 

The while the dragon clouds with velvet claws 
Stalk the black caves of Night and trample out 

The piteous and uncomplaining stars 

I gaze upon my too-enamour'd sweet, 
Bewitch'd in thy embraces, and behold. 
With fearful, and with aching, jealous mind. 
The mask of Death upon thy misty face. 
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WHAT GOD I SEEK 

What God I seek in the ways of earth. 
In the swinging stars, in the swaying sea. 
In the damps of Death, in the dews of Birth^ 
In the shadowy, human pageantry, 
Here in my heart He stirs, He sleeps, 
Darkles, His face relumes, is still, 
Calleth my name out from the deeps 
As a wind upon a dim, far hill. 

I follow hither, thither, where 
The Echo sings across the world ; 
Sometimes, in darkness, when the prayer 
Of Man for Heaven, pauseth curled 
Betwixt the white stars and the clover. 
Breathing in tongued Silence near, 
I feel the maddening quest is over 
And It is throbbing in my ear. 

Sometimes when Love speaks on a night 

Of nameless sorrows, shagged despairs 

Whose manes shake out each dreamed delight 

As some wild beast the winged cares 

That fret his skin, and to the sod 

Sink all the mind's empurpled peaks, 

I listen, start, cry out, "Oh, God ! 

It is Thy Voice, Thy Voice that speaks V* 
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Sometimes, when on a glorious day 

The veil'd Illusion of Desire 

Mocks with some ravishing face my clay, 

And swirling, crimson body of fire 

Her voice is as a sun of sound, 

A music melted out of wine, 

And mad, my drunk heart gasps, "Oh I found ! 

This is Thy Voice, Oh ! God of mine !" 

And then I know that not on earth, 
In the swinging stars, in the swaying sea, 
In the damps of Death, in the dews of Birth, 
In the shadowy, human pageantry, 
But in my heart He stirs. He sleeps, 
Darkles, His face, relumes, is still, 
Calleth my name out from the deeps 
As a wind upon a dim, far hill. 



AT THE END 



When I am sinking in the dust 
Let me cry out — if cry I must- 
**I see the glories of the mom 
In this, my pain of being bom- 



And Life was but a Mother fraught 

With day-dreams, in whose womb was wrought 

The fitful and slow-fashion'd breath 

For this Eternal Birth called Death." 
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EPITAPH FOR A POET 

Look up, when on a magic night of stars 
The heavens are vocal with infinity, 
And to thine eyes the void lets down its bars 
To Beauty drifting on th' Eternal Sea, 
Lo ! it is I, too passionate for the sod 
Who laugh with thee for very joy of God! 

Look down, when on a singing morn of rain 

In the green- woven summer, the soft flowers 

Bend in a dreamy ecstasy of pain 

And Love sings with the rain in all earth's bowers, 

Lo I it is I, with whom thy pulse is rife, 

Who weep with thee for very joy of Life. 

Together shall we laugh, together weep, 

At starry day-close and when day is breaking, 

Thou for the joy of God above my sleep. 

And I for joy of God above thy waking, 

And thou and I together with one breath 

For joy of God who knows not Life from Death. 



[251 



THE HOUSE ON THE HILL 

One vesper hour my Love and I 

Builded a house unto the sky 

Where none but we may dwell, 

We fashioned it of the town's grey stones 

To music of the sea that moans 

Within the town's cold shell. 

Forsooth, our house it is but one 
Of all the haggard things of stone 
That daunt the strong wind's will ; 
To all a place of frozen sighs, 
But to our mystical, clasp'd eyes 
A house upon a hill. 

A little space apart it stands 
From all the tombs of wasted hands 
And hearts for aye congeal'd ; 
With terrace of broad roofs before. 
Bravely it gains from its tall floor 
All heaven for sovran field. 

And here, thro' distance yearning far, 
When purple Even and one star 
Rise from her eastern seas. 
In every window-light we dream 
Enchantment's tapers brightly gleam 
On faery revelries 
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On revelries of rare romance, 
Where minuet and morris-dance 
Weave mazes of mad mirth, 
And tinkling laughter like a bell 
Mingles in thin-spun, silver swell 
With music not of earth. 

And safe from all the town's alarms. 
The sky holds in its bended arms 
Our house in fairyland. 
And all but we must look in vain 
For delicate dancers on each pane 
In lace-like saraband. 

So goes the revelry apace ; 
The midnight star-watch takes its place 
On its viewless tower-height ; 
Sudden the gleaming tapers die. 
And our house is folded to the sky 
In the blanket of the night. 

Silence a space — ^anon we hear 
Far, elfin whisperings draw near. 
And voices mounting higher. 
And then in Sleep's bewitched gloam 
We meet the dancers coming home 
Thro' the dream-wood of Desire. 
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A LITANY OF LOVE 

Love, when the cloudy skies 
Are hung above my eyes, 
And the dark is on my soul 
Stay with me and console ! 

Ah! we are gay enow 
With the springtime on our brow, 
But the seasons of the heart 
Must with the leaf depart, 
And when the sere days fall 
Be near me when I call ! 

Fair am I in thy sight 
Now when the earth is bright 

And all my dreams are young 

But when my songs are sung, 
And I tremble towards my goal 
Stay with me and console ! 

The ways of Life are strange. 
And we are dreams of Change, 
And still I am afraid 
Of the silence and the shade 
And the deep and soundless sea. 
So when I cry to thee 
In the terror of my soul 
Stay with me and console ! 
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Love, I have given to thee 
Whatever there was in me, 
My strength, my dreams, my art. 
My faith and my full heart ; 
Ah! little enough, I trow. 
But beggar am I now 

And in my trust a child 

So when the winds blow wild 
On the darkness of my soul 
Stay with me and console! 
Stay with me and console! 
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I SANG MY SUMMER TIME AWAY 

I sang my summer time away, 
I sang away my spring, 
When others pluck'd the lavish May 
I could do naught but sing. 

When others sow'd the fallow year 
Against the ripening sun, 
I sang away the sower's tear 
And dream'd the harvest won. 



For Earth was but a song to me 

The birds made glad the noon, 
The wild rain wept a melody. 
The sad wind grieved a tune. 

The brimming bud sang on the tree, 
The shadow in the stream, 
The moonlight mingled with the sea 
In music of a dream. 

The blowing stars in heaven's dells 
With gay and ghostly art 
Chimed merrily like morning bells 
In the tall spires of my heart. 
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The grasses in the dewy light, 
The careless waves that trod 
The sunken sandals of the night- 
The water and the sod, 

Made lyric with their minstrelsy 
The summer and the spring ; 
Made vocal all my heart to me — 
What could I do but sing? 



The birds are flown that were so blithe. 
The corn stands in the sun, 
The grain waves golden to the scythe ; 
Summer and spring are dc«ie. 

The fruit is bending on the bough 

To the eager gathering, 

The green, young days are gone . . . yet now 

I can do naught but sing. 

While others pluck the ripen'd year 
Against the wintry sun, 
I sing away the reaper's tear 
And dream my harvest won. 



For Time is but a song to me 

In an eternal spring 

My buds brim on the Heavenly Tree ; 

What can I do but sing? 
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BIRDS OF MY HEART 

Birds of my heart, birds of my soul 
Whither have you flown away? 
What new heavens to console ? 
Mine are gray ! 

Gay were your wings, swift was your flight. 

Sweet your songs as you sped by 

But you are gone, and still the night. 
Dark the sky ! 

What you were and whence you came, 
What you sang I never knew, 
Only that my heart was flame 
Where you flew. 

In my heart I held you fast, 
Love was all the watch I kept ; 
With the waning stars you pass'd 
While I slept. 

Who knows whither, who knows why? 
Wheresoever you depart 
You shall find no fairer sky 
Than my heart. 
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Where Love watch'd doth Folly sit, 
Dreaming in a pale delight 
Songs in silence, wings that flit 
In the night. 

Wings that brush my soul with pain 
As they sail their secret sky, 
Songs that seek my ear in vain 
Sigh on sigh. 



CHURCH-SPIRES AT NIGHT 

Heavenward like these, in Life's gray rain of tears. 
To that vague Heaven that nor in sainted books. 
Nor in the hearts of men, nor woman's looks. 
But in the poet's travail of sweet fears, 
In rapturous melodies by dreamers heard. 
In palpitant silence, dawning-song of bird, 

Glows mistily thro* the agonies of the years 

My heart hath pointed with the world's dead seers. 
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A MAY DAY 

When I bethink me how this loving sun. 

These soft, wind-blown spring hours, the green bed 

Of Earth, that shall content us so when dead. 

And all its lovely things so freely won, 

So graciously unto our senses given. 

Brim Life with wine that we must leave untasted. 

Pass and return and pass, forever wasted. 

While in wild tears we drown our dream of Heaven, 

I could cry out in pain, and wish that God 

Had pluck'd His mocking beauty from the sky, 

And ripp'd the grasses from the starry sod. 

And left the wind no music but a sigh. 

And made a wintry wilderness of May 

Fitter for this, the tragic human play. 

II 
For the green trees assail me with my dreams. 
And in my heart I feel their blossoms blowing, 
Their branches spreading, and their fair leaves grow- 
ing 
Within a dark that rains soft tears, and seems 
Eternity, with neither star nor morn ; 
And all their beauty grieveth for the day 
That dawns not, tho* the world is sweet with May, 
And all dumb things are beautiful in scorn. 
Oh ! trees of earth that come so peacefully 
Unto the light, fulfilled of the May, 
For whom the hours are soft, for whom the day 
Draineth with golden cup the suckling sea. 
When my heart's trees are fallen in Death, may God 
Raise them so cherishingly from the sod ! 
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ROMANCE 

I sought old Romance in the street, 
I trailed her thro' the tangled town, 
With hungry heart and aching feet, 
I sought to run her down ; 
I walked the weird ways of the night 
From teeming place to teeming place, 
Roads that were dark and roads of light. 
And never saw her face. 

The while with simple roundelay 
And dancing foot and dreaming eye 
She haunted every human way 
Beneath the starry sky ; 
I heard her song divinely near, 
My feet flew pulsing to the place, 
I heard her laughter in my ear, 
And never saw her face. 

And so the dismal days drew down 

Their veil of darkness on my soul ; 

Thro' mist of tears the teeming town 

Moved to its golden goal ; 

I heard her laughter in my ear. 

My heart was haunted with her grace, 

I watched year move on yielding year. 

And never saw her face. 
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Then sudden as the singing dawn 
Comes dreaming o'er the dusky hill 
On timid tiptoe, wonder-wan, 
And silvery and still, 
She stormed me in a sweet surprise. 
And filled me with her golden grace ; 
I kissed — ^the veil upon her eyes. 
And never saw her face. 

I sought old Romance in the sf reet, 
I trailed her thro* the tangled town, 
With himgry heart and aching feet, 
I sought to run her down ; 
I walked the weird ways of the night 
From teeming place to teeming place. 
Roads that were dark and roads of light. 
And never saw her face. 
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A PRESCIENCE OF IMMORTALITY 

Sometimes I want to write down the unshed tears in 

my heart, 
The unshed tears that are like buds in my heart, 
Tears whose 'meaning I know not and fathom not. 
But feel them falling upon the floor of the roofless 

chambers of my heart 
From heights of unfulfillment in the stars ; 
I gather them up into crystal words, I think. 
And bead them together for mine eyes* assuagement ; 
But when I look at them they are not tears, 
And still I feel them falling upon the floor of my 

heart. 

Sometimes I want to write down the mute laughter in 

my heart, 
The laughter in my heart that my lips do not imder- 

stand, 
That stirs and flutters like a butterfly in my heart. 
Making a song in silence with its wings ; 
Joyous it ig with suns that shine not anywhere on 

earth. 
With fields that blow not anywhere imder my feet, 
With flowers that bend not in any silver rain ; 
I snare it in a jewelled net of words, I think. 
And bind it for my lips* assuagement ; 
But when I look I see no butterfly of laughter. 
And still I feel it stir and flutter in my heart. 
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Sometimes I want to write down the music in my 

heart. 
The music that has never melted in mine ears, 
But that flows in rhythmic sweetness in the channels 

of my heart ; 
It is the music of all the music on earth, 
And the stars' music. 

And the music of the spaces between the stars ; 
It is the music of the stillnesses out of which all the 

music of earth shall flow ; 
And whence it comes into my heart I know not ; 
I string for it a golden lute of words, I think, 
To play for mine ears' assuagement ; 
But when I strike the strings I hear no music, 
And still I feel it flowing in the channels of my heart* 

When shall I shed my tears ? 

When shall I lip my laughter ? 

When shall I hear my music? 

Till then I cannot die. 

Surely my heart has cause for its still weeping. 

Surely its silent laughter is not vain, 

Surely its flowing music has a birth, 

And I shall know and I shall be assuaged 

Mine eyes shall shed its tears. 

My lips shall bear its laughter. 

Mine ears shall feel its music melt in them. 

Some time, perhaps, in my Eternity, 

Some moment in my Immortality. 
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DEAD 

Life will go on and roar about him with its great 

winds, and cajole him, and coax him, and threaten 

him, and jeer at him as it was wont, 

But he will not change 

His big Ambitions will crowd upon him and flaunt the 

glory of the world in his dead eyes ; 
His inarticulate, stark Despairs will beat upon his 

breast, and trace horrible things in the air for him 

with their black fingers as they used to do ; 
His mad, strange Passions will blow their hot breath 

upon his cheek and lip him with fire ; 
His Loves will flare like torches about his bed and 

flame in his white face ; 
His Hates will set their teeth in his throat seeking to 

quicken him with pain ; 
His Dreams will lure down the stars to shine above 

his corse ; 
Life will go on and roar about him with its great winds 

as it was wont 

But they will not hurt his heart any more; they will 

not touch his mind with magic or with madness ; 

he will lie there silent, and he will not change. 

Call it Death, 

Call it Dust, 

Call it Dissolution, 

Say that it is pitiable— 
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But it is Life that is pitiable in the face of Death ; it 
is Life that is belittled; it is Life that is fallen 
away from a giant to a pygmy; that is become 
grotesque, tragic, impotent. 

It looks upon Death and it is become a silly harlequin 
whose antics cannot amuse even the fool ; a sweat- 
ing tragedian whose labors cannot move even a 
little child to tears 

It will pluck at the heart-strings, and lo! they are 
muted with eternal dust; 

It will halloo in at the open door of the House of the 
Mind, and lo ! it will be answered only with silence 
for the house is empty even of Shadows ! 

It will blow upon the blood as one that seeks to kindle 
a fire out of ashes, and lo ! its breath will be as a 
breeze upon the waters of a pool that is stag- 
nant 

Life the great artist is shorn of its art as Samson was 
shorn of his strength ; 

Life the great actor, lo! in a moment is shorn of its 
audience ; 

Life, whose power was so infinite to quicken to laugh- 
ter, to resolve to tears, to scorch into passion, to 
transfigure into love, to poison into hate, to scourge 
into desire, to sicken into despair, to lighten into 
hope, it looks upon Death, 

And lo! the great artist hath lost all his art and is 
become a silly harlequin whose antics amuse not 
even the fool ; a mouthing tragedian whose labors 
cannot touch tears to the eyes of a child. 

Ay, he is dead 



Say then which is pitiable, Life or Death, 
Say then which is mightier, Life or Death, 
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Say then which is tragic, the great artist who hath lost 

his art, or the great audience that is grown 

cold 

Look upon him and say, "When he gainsaid tears he 

gainsaid also laughter, 
When he gainsaid sorrow, so also he gainsaid joy. 

When he gainsaid hate so also he gainsaid love" 

But he hath surrendered also the need of laughter and 

of joy and of love 

When was it that he could look upon Ambition and 

say, "Come, thou canst not flay me?" 
When was it that he could look upon Hope and say, 

"Come, thou canst not flatter me?" 
When was it that he could look upon Love and say, 

"Come, thou canst not scorch me ?" 
When was it that he could look upon Despair and say, 

"Come, thou canst not sicken me ?" 



Lo! he is dead. 

And being dead he has triumphed. 

Life with its great winds will go on and roar about 

him, and cajole him, and coax him, and threaten 

him, and jeer at him as it was wont, 

But he will not change 

His big Ambitions will crowd upon him and flaunt the 

glory of the world in his dead eyes. 

And he will not answer 

His inarticulate stark Despairs will beat upon his 

breast. 

And he will not suffer 

His mad, strange Passions will blow their hot breath 

upon him and lip him with fire. 

And he will not be burned up 

His Loves will flare like torches in his white face, 
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And he will not go blind 

His Hates will set their teeth in his throat, 

And he will not cry out 

Life will go on and roar about him with its great winds 
as it was wont, 

But they will not hurt his heart any more ; they will not 
touch his mind with magic or with madness; he 
will lie there silent, and he will not change. 



INSOMNIA 

Take me to thy great, quiet heart, O, Night ! 
Mother of stars and silence and of Sleep ! 
Fain would my soul be plunged in that deep 
Of darkness, where nor Sorrow nor Delight, 
Nor Weariness, Life's last, gray acolyte. 
Their vexed vigils o'er the spirit keep, 
But where the burden'd clouds that sorrow, weep 
Their grief away from their too-troubled height. 



So like the clouds, from my blown height of Life 
And Love and Dreams let me resolved be 
Into thy night, oh ! stark Eternity ! 
Spent am I with the tumult and the strife 
And winds of the swift world ; so would I weep 
In one wild hour my spirit on the deep. 
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LOVE'S VINDICATION 

When these spent limbs are strewn upon the floor 
Of Death in kindred ashes, and these eyes 
Return the dark its darkness evermore, 
Love, I shall find this strange, sad paradise, 
This tragic vindication 'neath the skies, 

Tho' I sleep on undreaming in the earth 

That thy warm tears for me, and bitter sighs, 
Shall hallow my poor love and give it worth. 

Humble I stand now in thy Beauty's light. 
Too little for thy love, and for the flood 
Of thy full Loveliness within my blood, 
That brims my pulses with a pain'd delight. 
And yet I know when I am taken, thee 
Sorrow shall crown with like humility. 
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THE TELEGRAPH 

In A Newspaper Office 

All day the world pent up in it clicks out 

Its restless heart, as one who, conscience-torn, 

Seeks ease and peace in fearful utterance. 

All day the lightning races in its veins. 
All day the thunders of the world's great wars. 
Breaking the bastions of time and space, 
Burst like day's crimson from its metal mouth. 



All day the sea is moaning in its ear- 



Its strange, its terror-toned, eternal moaning 

With all its blind ships tracking over it. 

With all its blind ships rotting under it. 

With all its blind ships and affrighted men 

Held in the hollow of the flaming storm ; 

All day the sea is moaning in its ear. 

With blooms of wild wind-music, Valkyr psalms, 

That shake the vast cathedral of the dark. 

And fright the star-flowers in the hair o* night ; 

Always the sea is singing and sobbing to it, 

Of its unstiird, old aching for the Moon, 

That grins white passion to the futile spume, 

And of the haunting thunder, and naked lightning 

Running the cloven caverns of the clouds, 

And of the burdens underneath its heart 

Babes of the dust that it hath suckled with death; 
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Always the sea is sobbing and moaning to it 

Sadness and wonder and the voice of God ; 
The sea-song that is strangest in the world, 
The sea-song that is awfuUest in the world, 
The sea-song that is yet a strong child's cry, 
Unknowing of its strength and sore afraid. 

All day the lands of earth are droning to it, 
All day the lands of earth are singing it songs. 

And all their story is an ancient tale 

How Love sits ever on the knee of Death, 

How Fame floats bubble-wise on Time's cold breath, 

How Beauty still is jester to Despair, 

How Joy runs ever down the lane of years, 

A sunlight hoyden, fleet, intangible, 

Down to the grassy verges of the grave ; 

How Youth still lights dream-candles in the dark 

For Life to blow them out, as summer dawns 

Light silver tapers in the green tree-glooms 

For Dusk to blow them out with muted breath, 

Leaving a ghostly, glimmering twilight still 

So Dreams still leave their twilight of sweet pain 

Always the lands of earth are singing to it. 
Always the lands of earth are singing it songs, 
And all their story is an ancient tale. 

Oh ! voice of brass that art the world's own voice. 
The world's own voice and therefore Gk)d's own voice, 
What art thou telling us beyond our ken ? 
What art thou saying of the dark hereafter? 
What is there that we do not understand 
In the sea-song, and in the world's own song, 
Caught in thy voice that is the voice of God ? 
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IN OCTOBER 

These mornings of sjpun gold. 
These mellow afternoons, 

These gloams, more magic fair 
Than any June's, 

These nights of faery seeming- 



Why, they were meant for dreaming. 

The world so sober-sweet. 
The sky so misty blue- 



Why, earth is made for dreams. 

And dream I do. 
Rich calms my fancy firing, 
And sun and stars conspiring. 

And whither wing my thoughts? 

And whither go my dreams? 
Among the drowsing hills? 

By woodland streams? 
Among dead garden shadows? 
To boyhood's morning meadows? 

Tell me, oh, ye who ask. 

Where lies the land of dreams ? 
In what heart-haunted glooms? 

In what gold gleams? 
The butterfly, swift stealing, 
What goal is in his wheeling? 
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I know not where they go, 
These vagrants of my soul, 

What byways of the world, 
What paradise their goal-: — 

I know all earth is teeming 

With glories of my dreaming ! 

Sometimes I hear a song, 
A song divinely fair, 

A song I meant to sing 
Makes lyric all the air ; 

Sometimes forgotten faces 

Flash forth in faery places. 

Sometimes a glory lights 
In splendor at my feet, 

As golden lightning fair, 
As lightning fleet ; 

Sometimes I hear a thunder 

Of revelries — and wonder. 

I know not where they go. 
These vagrants of my soul. 

What byways of the world. 
What paradise their goal — 

I know all earth is teeming 

With glories of my dreaming. 
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WAR 

What hath Man ever glean'd or gaiii'd 
From the reluctant field of years 
But that with blood he marrow'd it, 
But that with travail harrow'd it, 
And sow'd it with the seed of tears ? 

What shape of light hath ever clim'd 
His stoic heaven without its price. 
But like the crimson summer moon 
That flames upon Eve's tents in June 
Its face was red with sacrifice? 



His Christ hath not been paid for yet — 
The hungering Faith, his ult'mate gain, 
Startles and faints and fails and flees 
The immemorial mutinies 
Of doubt and weariness and pain. 

Cannon or age or slow disease. 
Battle or hunger, toil or lust, 
What matter how the strife be fought? 
Still is the selfsame triumph wrought — 
The wormy coronal of dust. 



One quick, wild flurry in the storm 

What matter how the strife be fought ? 
Still break the lances of his dreams 
There where the mystic guerdon gleams 
Above the futile tide of thought. 
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When hath he ever sate with Peace, 
A tranced child against her breast? 
When hath Life ever paus'd in grace, 
To press a rose against his face, 
And stroke his head and bid him rest? 

War ! . . . When hath Man e'er known of Peace ? 

When hath he halted sacrifice ? 

When hath Fate's tocsin ceased to knell ? 

For he hath gone down into Hell 

To buy a dream of paradise. 

Still thro* dead levels of the dark 

That fade unchanging into Death 

The blind must yearn, and gasp for light ; 

Still Reason flees into the night, 

And Hunger pants his feeble breath. 

Still by lone marges of Desire, 

Crazed Youth must bay phantasmic moons 

Still from the bruising, bitter sea 
Hope climbs its thorny Calvary 
With trailing cross to write its runes. 

For other bleeding eyes to read, 
While other feet sweat o'er the sands; 
Still on the verge of Song, perchance. 
Mute hearts must crack for utterance 
That becks them on with nimble hands. 
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Still the impartial, smothering sod 
Must roof dead Love, and still Despair 
Hold phantoms in her staring eyes; 
Still Power shall bugle from far skies 
Reveille to the hosts of Care. 



War! . . . When hath Man e'er tasted Peace, 

Sweet lip to lip and breast to breast ? 

When hath Life ever paus'd in grace, 

To press a rose against his face, 

And stroke his head and bid him rest? 

Perchance, the Greater Circumstance 
That holds his Life an incident 
Shall see the bitter struggle cease ; 
Perchance, he shall be ring'd with peace 
When Fate comes kneeling to relent. 

Perchance . . . but now what doth he gain 
From the reluctant field of years, 
But that with blood he marrows it, 
But that with travail harrows it. 
And sows it with the seed of tears. 
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CONTENTMENT 



To L. H. 



As dreaming in the snow, the winter day 
Stands like a child lost in a wonder-trance 
Of stars and darkness and dim feet that dance 
From Heaven upon the sky in wanton play, 
With Silence but an angel's roundelay. 
So stands my life, the while the hours advance, 
Dreaming in the new wonder of your glance 
God come upon me out of Heaven for aye. 

About me with its perishable pomps 

And futile pageantries the world moves by ; 

Death wails in passing; Time now halts, now romps 

To sorrow and to joy ; but heedless, I 

Stand in the snow of my fulfilled days 

Dreaming in silence angels' roundelays. 
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LULLABY 

The dark is Qown and the stars are up, 

Sleep, little baby! 
The dew falls soft in its earthen cup, 

Sleep, little baby ! 
The little feet are tired enow 
With walking hither and thither I trow, 
And the day lies long on a baby's brow, 

So sleep, little baby. 
Sleep, little baby. 
Sleep ! 

Sh! Sleep, little baby! 

The sun's gone in and the moon's come out, 

Sleep, little baby ! 
And sweet, new dreams are going about, 

Sleep, little baby! 
Hither and thither and everywhere, 
Soft and still in the silent air, 
And some will find my baby fair, 

So sleep, little baby, 
Sleep, little baby. 
Sleep ! 

Sh ! Sleep, little baby ! 
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Play-time's over, toil-time's done, 

Sleep, little baby ! 
And it's oh, so long from sun to sun ! 

Sleep, little baby ! 
And Love is down from the starry skies 
With lilies for the little eyes. 
And a dream in each of paradise. 

So sleep, little baby. 
Sleep, little baby. 
Sleep ! 

Sh! Sleep, little babyl 
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THE UNASSUAGED YEARS 

How poignantly I rue 
The unassuaged years, 
When unbeknown to you, 
I dreamed a heaven, in tears, 
Of silence and dim sleep 
Deep as the dust is deep ! 

How strange, how sad it seems 

In these love-tranced days 

I, sorrowing with my dreams, 
And you on alien ways, 
Unguessing our new birth, 
Should walk the self-same earth ! 

Now when our Love hath made 
Forgotten worlds our clime. 
Through which our lives have strayed 
Down, hand in hand with Time, 
It seems some dream's wild art 
To think us once apart. 

The unkissed tears you shed, 
Your laughter and dead fears, 
The thoughts unuttered. 
And those to stranger ears 
Your voice in music gave. 
With jealous heart I crave. 
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Those desolate nights whose bars 
About my heart were drawn, 
Thro' which I watched the stars 
Die on the breath of Dawn 
By you undreamed of. 
They haunt my House of Love. 

The seas you sailed upon 
Round earth's enticing ways, 
'Neath slow, sad suns that shone 
On my unsated days. 
Sing all my body through 
The lost, sweet voice of you. 

The far, lone lands you trod 
Without me, while I sought 
The shadowy feet of Gk)d 
In every ruin He wrought, 
I roam in the still night 
With you, all phantom-white. 

In every kiss of thine. 
In every mad embrace. 
Those other lips are mine, 
I feel that vanished face, 
I hold, in mist of tears. 
The you of all the years. 

I clasp you hungrily 

Back in the dawn of things, 

I feel Eternity 

Enfolded in our wings 

And in my happy tears 
The unassauged years. 
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LOVE AND POETRY 

Deep have I drunken of the cup of Wonder, 
And look'd on Life amazed thro' my bars, 
Heard revelries in wind and wave and thunder. 
Saw meanings in the spark of the spun stars ; 
Earth's mystic music and green secrecies 
Wrought painful yearnings in me ; I did seem 
To move amid embodied phantasies 
Within the singing circle of a Dream. 

I heard in the deep tumult of the days 

Celestial intonations ; ecstasies 

Like golden lightnings flash'd upon my ways ; 

I felt the blossoms brim the winy trees ; 

All murmurous with moonlit poesies 

The pale night paced thro' my enchanted soul. 

And voluble I heard the barren seas 

Their trailing waters thro' my being roll. 

And out of all this beauty came to me 

All unperceived, the divinest boon 

The music of the morning and the sea, 

The music of the midnight and the noon. 

All melted in one mouth, and that one mouth 

Nestled to mine, as cooing dove to dove, 

Warm as bee-winds that sip the honied South, 

With that Heaven-warmth that woos the lips of Love. 
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THE STARS OF MY HEART 

My stars fell into my lap 

One by one, 

The stars of my dreams, the stars of my heart ; 

And I picked them apart 

As they fell, one by one. 

Into my lap from the heights of the sun. 

And I picked them apart, 

The stars of my heart, 

As a child a straw doll, as a man picks a nut ; 

Thinking my hunger to glut 

On the beauty my eyes from afar 

Kindled in them, star by star ; 

That my eyes gave to them of their gleams, 

As they fell in my lap, one by one. 

From the heights of the sun. 

The stars of my dreams (in my dreams). 

And what was their worth 
When I picked them apart 
The stars of my heart? 
Was it of Heaven, was it of earth? 
Oh ! would they had stayed in the heaven of my heart 
where they had their birth ! 

How sweetly they shone from afar 

But they fell in my lap, star by star, 
And I picked them apart. 
The stars of my heart, 
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And the cores of them lie at my feet, 

Without light, without heat. 

Without golden, fair beams 

That were there in the stars of my dreams ; 

Without fire, without art. 

That were there in the stars of my heart ; 

And the cores of them lie at my feet in the forms. 

So it seems (in my dreams) of fantastical worms. 

So I picked them apart 
The stars of my heart, 
And they He at my feet 
Without light, without heat; 

So my hands and my eyes had their fill 

Ah ! strange then that still 

With their ancient, great art 

The stars of my heart 

Are shining above? 

Two stars, my Ideal and my Love? 

Ah ! these are the two, 
The eternal, the true. 
The undying, the last 

That the heart holds fast 

The Ideal, holy fire, 

That is / on the peak of my purest desire ; 

And above 

Star of Love ; 

Ah! these are the two, 

The eternal, the true 

And the others lie dead at my feet, 

Without light, without heat, 

And the cores of them lie at my feet in the forms, 

So it seems (in my dreams) of fantastical worms. 
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A PHRASE OF LOVE 

Mother and Baby, Child and Wife, 
What a merry song sings Life ! 

A boy beneath the open skies, 
With laughter in his eyes. 

I asked him once with timid breath, 
"What is this dream called Death?" 



And with his time the air was rife- 



What a merry song sings Love, sings Life! 



THE LAMP MAN 

Every day at star-peep time, 
You can see the Lamp-man climb 
Up the shadow-stairs of Even 
To the lighthouse tower of Heaven ; 
You can see him fill the air 
Hanging the moon lantern there. 

When the wind-voiced vesper's sung. 
And the silver beacon's hung 
For the vagrants of the night, 
Down he clambers out of sight, 

Down into the sullen sea 

Shines the Moon for you and me. 
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so LIKE THE SEA 



So like the sea is our tumultuous day 

The patient heavens follow as it moves 

In a perpetual pageant round the world ; 

The sunrise and the sunset and the stars, 

Memorial twilights, the baptismal dawns. 

The lightning-laden argosies of the clouds. 

The arched rainbows and resplendent moons 

That strike dream-glades out of the tangled dark, 

Bend over its tempestuous nakedness 

And lay their wizardry upon its eyes; 

And yet it knows nor sun, nor moon, nor star, 

Save but the aching images that die 

Pale, phantom glories on its futile foam ; 

The flamed horizon passeth at its touch 

To beckon on and so to pass again 

When that its hand is on the magic bars; 

And all its destiny is as a wind 

That bruits about the gateways of the stars. 



So like the sea is our tumultuous day- 



The patient heavens follow us as we move 
In a perpetual pageant roimd the world ; 
The sunrise and the sunset and the stars, 
Memorial twilights, the baptismal dawns. 
The lightning-laden ai^osies of our dreams, 
The arched rainbows of our vain desires. 
The moons of our imaginings that strike 
Dream-glades out of the dark realities, 
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Bend over our tempestuous, troubled lives 

And lay their wizardry upon our eyes ; 

And yet we know nor sun, nor moon nor star, 

Save but the aching images that die 

Pale, phantom glories on the heart's red foam. 

The flameci horizon passeth at our touch 

To beckon on ^and so to pass again 

When that our hand is on the magic bars ; 

And all our destiny is as a wind 

That bruits about the gateways of the stars. 



IN A CAFE 

Her face was the face of Age, with a pitiful smudge 

of Youth, 
Carmine and heavy and lined, like a jester's mask on 

Truth; 
And she laughed from the red lips outward, the laugh 

of the brave who die. 
But a ghost in her laughter murmured, "I lie — I lie !" 

She pressed the glass to her lips as one presses the lips 

of love. 
And I said : "Are you always merry, and what is the 

art thereof ?" 
And she laughed from the red lips outward the laugh 

of the brave who die. 
But a ghost in her laughter murmured, "I lie — I lie 1 



»» 



[6i] 



MYSELF AND I 

Myself am of these latter days, 

A grubbing, carking lump of dust, 

A pilgrim on the stony ways 

Where Life's red forges never rust, 

Whose altar is the loaf of bread. 

Whose shrine — ^a place to lay the head. 

Myself moils in a realm between 

The morrow's dawn and yestersun, 

And all the former's rosy sheen. 

The latter's golden sands outrun, 

She'd ne'er a fleck of joy or pain 

Upon the work-worn, small domain. 

But I, the while Myself hath wrought 
The days into some paltry good. 

Have chased the will-o-wisp of Thought, 
And lo, unterrified have stood 

Beneath some neolithic moon 

And heard God set the world in tune. 

And fashioned of the threads of dawn. 
The long, lorn rolling of the wind. 

The earth's interdependent spawn. 

From blind, gray brood to humankind, 

Of heaven's resplendent hierarchy 

The pattern of the dream to be. 

Myself unknowing, spins and spends 
The measured moments, while / seek 

Divined beginnings, phantom ends. 
In Life's rare riches, riot, reek — 

And who comes nearer to the Lie? 

And who finds Truth — Myself or It 
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TO THE EVENING STAR 

Thou clear, bright Beacon in the vasty deep, 
That guidest the lesser stars upon their way. 
Into the gloam, from the gold halls of Day, 
And lightest the wanderer to the fold of sleep- 



How often gazing at thee from afar, 

My thoughts have climb'd the purple stairs of Night, 

Thro' spaces limitless into thy light, 

And thou hast seemed to me far more than star ! 

Far more than spinning star among the spheres, 
Or dying sun, or first of Even's blooms 
To break transcendent thro' the cosmic glooms 
Upon this nadir world of smiles and tears 

But one great light upon untrodden ways, 
The bright translation into lucid fire 
Of the impassioned runes of my Desire, 
The lost, ungathered riches of the days ; 

The golden harvests that shall ne'er be mine, 

Whose seeds beneath thy gracious, mothering beam 

I scatter now in twilight fields of dream 

Wild vines whose purple ne'er shall yield me wine 
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And for the nonce the humbler role forgot, 
And sodden pathways of our htunan tears, 
I walk with kings and beggars, slaves and peers, 
The leveling democracy of Thought, 

And see, or seem to see, with new-born ken, 
As if by lightnings of the upper skies, 
Strange, godlike glimpses of the Cause that lies 
Behind the puny pageantries of men. 
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TO A BIRD 

Would I could fly with thee, little bird, to the heart of 
the morning, 
Out of the green, still tree into the springing sun. 
Long, too long, in the shadows my heart hath been so- 
journing, 
I am a-weary now of a dark that is never done ; 
I am a-weary of sitting on the fruitless Bough of 
Desire, 
While all about me the world blossoms and blooms 
and sings ; 
Would I could fly with thee, little bird, to the heart of 
the fire. 
Would that some strange enchantment gave me 
thy wings! 

Would I could rest with thee, little bird, in the leafy 
gloaming. 
Deep in the green, still tree when the long day's 
flight is done. 
Would that I found such rest as thine is after the roam- 
ing, 
Would thy content enwrapt me when I came out 
of the sun ; 
I am a-weary of tossing in the burning lap of Desire, 
While all about me the world sleeps and its labors 
cease; 
Would I could find thy nest when I came out of the 
fire. 
Would that some strange enchantment gave me 
thy peace ! 
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NOCTURNE 

She sleeps beside me in the gloom, 
While Love lights tapers in the room, 

And Peace from her pale-lidded eyes 
Moves up to me companion-wise 



Moves up to me with sandal'd feet 
The child's lost heart-song to repeat, 
"Oh ! God is good and Life is sweet !" 

SWEET ARE THE LIPS OF LOVE 

Sweet are the lips of Love, 
And honey-wine its breath, 
But oh ! not half so sweet 
As are the lips of Death, 
And a bird above dead ears, 
When the wine is turned to tears. 

The lips of Love fade out, 

And the breath of Love grows chill. 

And the dark days, one by one. 

Climb over the tall hill 

And oh ! how sweet to be 
A still heart in the sea. 

A still heart in the sea. 

And a blown leaf come to rest 

Out of the endless wind 

As a bird comes to its nest 

And for a paradise 
A star above dead eyes. 
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ALL MOODS OF EARTH ARE MINE 

All moods of Earth are mine, 

All moods of seasons and of men all moods 

In me spring's delicate wine 

Warms into laughter ; the thick-leaved woods 

Of Summer, where the glimmering silence broods, 

Make shadowy, dim-sweet places in my heart 

For weaving of green dreams and star-delights; 

I am of the gold heraldries a part 

Of autumn and its opalescent nights. 

Drinking to the leaves' rustle and wind's tune 

Wild witcheries at the fountain of the moon ; 

Winter comes thought-embrow'd, 

Snow-laden through the autumn's waning flood. 

With ancient pace and glamour-glittering eyes, 

Blue as his stars seen thro* a frosty cloud, 

A meditative hermit in my blood 

Of patient silences and mad outcries. 

I, too, have woven with the Dawn that weaves 

The carpet of the Mom my fancy-play. 

And grieved with the Twilight, too, that grieves 

Dew-tears upon the feet of the dead day. 

With infant Night upon her bosom curled. 

I have been sturdy-hearted in red noons 

Of battle, with the bluster of the world. 

Striving with lusty mind for dusty boons. 

Bird-song that flutes up morning from the trees 

With charmed throat, in verdurous leaf-laced ease. 

Has been my spirit-song ; in me are pent, 
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Light-folded for a sudden, uncharted flight, 
Delirious wind-wings, haunted with the scent 
Of fields all faery-swept, that swift pursue 
The Day into the misty seas of Night. 
Strange passion-lightnings, kindred of the blue, 
In me have lived their golden second of pain ; 
And I have felt the fine, sad fall of rain 
In tears upon my heart, whose cloudy birth 
Was in some Heaven my Thought's weak wing 

above; 
And trembling, have I clasp'd the knees of Love 
And known all moods of men and moods of Earth. 



TO FULFILLMENT IN LOVE 

At your feet 

I lay aside my hopes, my fears, my tears, my laughter 

and my dreams ; ' 

At your feet 
I am still, and breathing, thro' all Eternity. 
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MOTHER AND WIFE 

In the middle of the night I awakened my mother, 

Saying, "Mother, I cannot sleep !" 

In the middle of the night I groped my way down the 

long, still hall to her bedroom, 
Passing the doors of the others, hearing their heavy 

breathing, 
And I said to her, "Mother, I cannot sleep ;" rubbing 

my eyes with my fingers, 
Knowing she heard me as she lay with her white, thin 

cheek against the pillow. 
Touching sleep with her tired body, 
Touching reality with her love for me ; 
And she came out of the vapor of her dreams of me, 

saying gently, "What is it, my child?" 
And I said to her, "Mother, I cannot sleep !" 

Then the vapor of her dreams of me went out of her 

eyes and the light of her love came into them. 
And she came out of her bed as moonlight comes out 

of the east in the evening. 
As music comes out of silence into the spirit, 
As rest comes out of fatigue when we lie down in the 

dark; 
And she came out of her bed unto me, saying, "My 

poor child, what is it?" 
And I said to her, petulant and afraid as a child is, 

"Mother, I cannot sleep!" 
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Then she lighted the candle, saying, "Come, my child, 
and you shall sleep," 

And she led me down the long, still hall to my bed- 
room. 

Passing the doors of the others, hearing their heavy 
breathing ; 

Spirit-like, she seemed not to move with her foot-falls. 

And I lay down again with my mother rocking beside 
me. 

And her voice came to me out of the waving candle- 

light, 

And her voice came to me out of the wind walking 
among the murmurous blooms of the branches. 

And her voice came to me out of the wind blowing upon 
the scintillant blooms of the heavens, 

And her voice came to me out of my own voice talking 
to her. 

So she led me down the ways of my dwn heart to the 

gate of my Secret, 
To the sorrows that are the sorrows of children. 
To the woes that move in the hearts of children in the 

middle of the night; 
And so sleep came towards me out of the waving light 

of the candle. 
And out of the wind walking about the world thro' the 

leaves. 
And out of the wind walking about the heavens among 

the stars. 
And out of the rocking of her chair to and fro, 
And out of her voice in my own voice talking to her ; 
And so Sleep came to me when I wakened my mother 

in the middle of the night. 
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Now is my mother grown young again and beautiful. 
And she lies beside me in the dark with her white face 

shining, 
And her hair like a cowl, 
And her little hand white on her breast ; 
And I awaken my little mother in the middle of the 

night, 
Saying, "Mother, I cannot sleep ;" 
And she circles me with her young arms and turns her 

white face towards me and kisses me and breathes 

upon me, 
Saying, "What is it, my child ?" 
And I say to her, "Mother, I cannot sleep !" 

So she leads me down the ways of my own heart to 

the gate of my Secret, 
To the sorrows that are the sorrows of children who 

are men. 
To the woes that move in the hearts of children who 

. are men, in the middle of the night, 
To the pains that are the pains of children dreaming 

dreams. 
To the things that are singing in my heart. 

To the things that are sobbing in my heart 

Things without form, without name, singing and sob-. 

bing in my heart 

To the hurts and the humours of the world in my 

heart; 
And so Sleep comes towards me out of her white face 

shining, 
And out of her yellow hair tumbled about my face. 
And out of her young arms circling me, 
And out of her kisses flowing in me like warm wine. 
And out of her breath breathing upon me, 
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Asidcmt of her voke in my own voice taDdng to 

her. 
And out of oar one star talking to as in l^t. 
And oat of the haggard towers talking to us in daik- 

ness. 
And out of my loving her, 
And out of her loving me. 
And out of the wonder and sweetness of the world and 

of being young and dreaming dreams 

And so Sleep comes to me when I awaken my little 

young mother in the middle of the night 



ON A GREY APRIL MORNING 

We shall find Heaven at last, all we who sedc. 
With pulseless heart and unbewildered feet. 

And unimpassion'd blood and tranquil eye 

Not in tempestuous pageantry, nor riot 
Of rose, nor ambient ocean-swell of song. 
But in some pale serenity of mind, 
Like saintly moonlight on the midnight snow. 
Wherein all Life is breathless, unaware 
Of Life itself, and unaware of Heaven, 
And in its unawareness finding Heaven, 
And that white heart of Silence that is God. 
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THE NIGHT WIND 

Of all the melodies of earth or sky or sea, 
Of all the songs that ever the hand of God set free, 
Of all that e'er was lyric 'twixt firmament and hill, 
One song I hold the strangest that makes my heart to 

thrill 

The song the summer night wind sings across my win- 
dow sill. 

When I lie on the marge of sleep, and the shadows wax 

and wane, 
I hear it crying, laughing against my window pane ; 
I hear it urging, urging — I hear its low despair ; 
It is a phantom voice from the ways I could not 

dare . • . 
I hear to-morrow's promise upon the darkling air. 



Weird wind that comes a-blowing from o*er the sunset 

bars. 
You know my heart's own story and you cry it to the 

stars. 
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QUERELLA 

Nomad in spirit have I been, 

And gypsy of soul ; • 

I have been vagabond in my dreamings; 

Fixed place hath my heart ne'er known, nor my de- 
sires a resting-place, 

Nor my moods a temple. 

I have been cosmic in my hunger ; 

I have swept the stark reaches of the universe with 
the wind-will of my lusts ; 

I have been God-enthralled, 

And star-seduced; 

I have made me paradises out of air, 

And music out of silence ; 

I have freaked and feathered the world with my whim- 
sicalities, 

As the East is with the vagaries of the dawn, 

As the night is with the grotesqueries of shadow, 

As Death is with the caprices of Fear 

And now have I come upon Reality 

As a child is come upon the dark, 

As a stranger is come upon a city 

And I know nor Life, nor Truth, nor man, nor woman 
— ^nor myself. 
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THE JESTER 

All the fool's gold of the world. 
All your dusty pageantries, 
All your reeking praise of Self, 
All your wise men's sophistries. 
All that springs of golden birth. 
Is not half the jester's worth ! 

Who's the jester ? He is one. 
Who behind the scenes hath been. 
Caught Life with his make-up off, 
Found him but a harlequin 

Cast to play a tragic part 

And the two laughed, heart to heart ! 



OH 1 QUIET NIGHT 

Oh ! quiet Night, so much of peace 

Is in thy darkling earth and sky, 

That I could wish that Time might cease 

And keep this moment ever nigh 

A breathless, stark Eternity 
Holding a moment's mood for mc. 
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DREAMS 

Like moonlight meshed in cloud, like lightning tangled 

in storm. 
Like the rainbow timid-true to the sun 'gainst the 

shower's ban, 
Like the faith that flings its laughter in the teeth of 

the crawling worm, 
Are the dreams, the eternal dreams, the dreams in the 

heart of a man. 

He is flesh'd and fettered in failure; he has barter'd 

God's grace 
For red bubbles that burst at a thought ; he has looked 

on the face 
Of the years and he saw there darkness, and life as a 

leaf 
Wither'd, dust-wedded ; and Pity hath outrid his grief ; 
He hath sobbed on the shoulder of Self in the silence 

and cried 
As Christ on the hilltop — but the dreams of him never 

have died. 

They bloom where the tide of Silence creeps in from 

the outer deep, 
And Life is a flicker of wraith-like mist that moves 

thro' an ancient sleep ; 
They steal from the fringe of twilight as fays from 

the trancfed wold 



[76] 



To fret the arches of Dusk with light and the vault of 

the years with gold. 
They leap on the back of the wind from the lily heart 

of the dawn ; 
They are flung up from moonlight more wild than 

elfin spawn ; 
They dance with the hymnal thunder on the star-ring'd 

peaks of air 

Or the song of a bird may pipe them up and lure them 

from their lair ! 



IN A TREETOP 



How like to Life thou art- 



A dusky tangle woven against the night 

As Life against the background of the years. 

Who knows thy still, dark heart? 

Who reads thy growing and thy being aright ? 

Who can translate Life's laughter and its tears? 

And yet through all thy mystery 

Some little spark of li^t we see ; 

Still they behold, who look through thee, afar. 

Framed in the dark, one white, eternal star 

Still they behold, who see through Life, afar. 
Framed in the dark, Hope's white, eternal star! 
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THE DREAMERS 

They stand upon lone marges of dead seas 

Beyond Life's bourne, and hear with aching minds 

Unreal voices on the calling winds 

Voices that cry eternal mysteries. 

They stand aloof upon gray-hooded hills. 
Luring the lightning with their finger tips, 
And all the vastness skirls with ghostly lips 
In prophecy that numbs them while it thrills. 

They move like eremites through haunts that teem 
With human spawn slow-groping to the light, 

And all about them is an alien night 

The circumstance and vagueness of a dream. 



I CANNOT GIVE MY SONG AWAY 



I cannot give my song away 
Tho' for your lips 'twas fashion'd- 
My song is mine to keep for aye 
In heart that sang impassion'd, 
And tho' acceptance still I pray, 
I cannot give my song away. 



I cannot give my love away 
However you implore it- 



My love is mine to keep for aye 
In heart that suff er'd for it. 
And tho' acceptance still I pray, 
I cannot give my love away. 
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WHEN ALL MY DREAMS ARE COLD 

When all my dreams are cold 

Upon the hearthstone of my heart, and I, 

Knowing their fires' fleet futility, 

Feel desolate and old, 

Like one whose sun hath dropped behind the wall, 

I wish they ne'er had burned for me at all. 

Sweet was their warmth, in sooth, and gold their light, 

And lovable the phantoms in their flames 

That cluster'd round me in the muffled night, 

And kissed me too (they were not then mere names) 

But they are gone, and all the light is fled, 

And I must look on ashes in their stead. 

Oh ! rather had they never burned at all 
Than they should die and I should bear their pall ; 
Than I should spend my little day on earth, 
A weeping mourner by an icy hearth. 
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TO A CABARET SINGER 

Painted little singer of a painted song, 

Painted little butterfly of a painted day, 

The false blooms in your tresses, the spangles on 
your dresses. 

The cold of your caresses, 

I'll tell you what they say 

"The glass is at my lips, but the wine is far away, 

The music's in my throat, but my soul no song con- 
fesses. 

The laughter's on my tongue, but my heart is clay." 

Scarlet little dreamer of a frozen dream, 
Whirling bit of tinsel on the troubled spray, 
'Tis not your hair's dead roses (your sunless, scent- 
less roses) 
'Tis not your sham, sad poses 

That tell your hollow day 

The glass is at my lips, but the wine is far away. 
The music's in my throat, but my soul no song dis- 
closes. 
The laughter's on my tongue, but my heart is clay. 
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A SONG'S TRIUMPH 

I have found thee, my Vision of gladness, 

My dream, my desire ! 
Thou that rose from the foam of my madness, 

Sheer woven of fire 

I have hunted thee vainly in joy, and have caught thee 
in sadness ! 

I have followed thy wraith down the highway 

By sun and by star ; 
But my way hath never been thy way 

Thou wert ever afar ; 
And now have I caught thee entranced in a simple 
song in a byway. 

Round perilous paths hast thou led me 

In the whorl of my thought ; 
Thou hast pluck'd at my heart-strings, and fled me 

As of wind thou wert wrought 

And now, in a mist of music, thou waitest, a captive, 
to wed me! 

When the song and the silence have blended, 

Wilt thou linger on still ? 
By this passion of mine unoffended 

The serf of my will ? 
Shalt thou be my bride in the stillness when the music 

is ended ? 

Tis done . . . and the rapture is over. • . . 

The gates of the years 
Swing fro to the feet of the rover, 

And flashing thro' tears, 
I behold thee waiting for me with Death in the dovcr. 
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IN A CROWD 

But a moment ago I was part of the pulse and passion 

of things, 
Alone, dreaming dreams, building spires, breasting 

Time with invisible wings. 
Stealing fires from remembered sunsets, drinking dews 

of departed dawns, 
Played the fool's game and the gods' gatiie^.with the 

kings of the world for pawns-- — ^ 
That was a moment ago, alone, with the stars and the 

sea • • • 
And what am I now but dust, and here lies the dreamer 

in me! 

And what am I now but less than the spent foam of 

the seas? 
A part, but what a part, a fear-shaken atom of these 
That crowd at^d huddle and halt, blind billows beneath 

the wind. 
Unknowing, unthinkingj imfretted — ^and these are my 

kind 

And I that walked dazed erstwhile, with the lightnings 

of Self 
Flashing gold on the head of the years, drawing free 

from the pelf 
That the tireless toilers of Thought had heaped in the 

lap of Desire, 
Crawl darkly, afraid of myself, and of these; and 

afraid of my f ear* 

Afraid of the dreams that I dared, and the buffet and 

break of the years — ^— 
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Alone, more than ever alone, with a heart that is empty 

of fire ; 
Alone, more than ever alone, with these and with 

trembling and doubt 

One of these — and where is the blindest of fates that 

shall single me out? 

*'One of these" — ^and that Other awoke that was there 

with the stars and the sea, 
Dreaming dreams, building spires, breasting Time with 

wings that were tireless and free ... 
"One of these ! Dull fool, they are dust, they are kith 

of the roots in the sod. 
And thou hast communed with the stars and the wind ! 

Thou art singled of God ! 
Thou hast seen what is not in their ken, thou has read 

what is not in their thought. 
They but live, they but laugh and die, and their span 

is as naught 

A far wind's voice in the twilight, a gray cloud on the 

day 

Courage ! and up and give heed — Thou art greater than 

theyr 



♦ ♦♦♦♦ ««• 

And that Other awoke ! As an acid that smites the red 

rust. 
So smote if the Fear and the Doubt and the grip of the 

dust. 
And held to thq lips of my soul the rich wine in the 

world's wide cup. 
And I drank, and the Reason slept, while the heart 

leaped up. 
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THE QUESTION 

I often ponder, night or day, 

A question quite beyond my ken 

The strange, inscrutable, blind way 

Of fate with men. 

I do not know, I do not care, 
I do not seek what it portends, 

But humanwise, find foul or fair 
In means, not ends. 

I do not grope in mystic dusks 
For glimmers of a great Design 

That casts to epicures dry husks 
And pearls to swine 

That cheats the strong, the daring still, 
And mocks them with the bitter need- 

The spark to forge the iron Will 
Into the deed, 
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Yet grants what precious talents are 
To stragglers on the phantom ways 

To spend at Dream's grotesque bazaar 
For painted days. 

I do not ask some bolt of Thought 
To open wide the veiling sky 

And show the purpose subtly wrought 
And planned on high. 



I simply ponder, night or day, 
A question quite beyond my ken- 



The strange, inscrutable, blind way 
Of fate with men. 

I simply know that right or wrong 
Are aspects of my mortal mind ; 

That faith is frail, that doubt is strong, 
And tears are kind. 
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A HOUSE OF EARTH 



Four of us together dwell 

Two from Heaven and two from Hell ; 

Four of us under the selfsame sky 

Love and Death and a Dream and I. 

Two from Heaven and two from Hell, 
Four of us together dwell 

Love and Death— is't cat and mouse ? 
And a Dream and I in the selfsame house. 

Heaven and Hell by the selfsame hearth 
Making a paradise of earth. 

And which from Heaven and which from Hell 
Who that is of earth can tell ? 
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LOVE'S PARADISE 

By Love at last am I cleansed and shriven, 

And to my soul its strength is given ; 

By Love am shown God's way to Heaven 

God's way to Heaven, that is to know 
With mine own flesh another's woe, 
Another's blood in mine to flow 

Another's heart in mine own to feel. 
Its aches unto mine own to steal, 
To suffer with the hurt to heal 

To bear its crosses, sigh its sighs, 
To feel its tears in mine own eyes, 
And call the anguish paradise. 
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AN IDYLL OF THE MOON 

In a ring of mourning cloud, 
With a ragged mist for shroud, 
The dead moon lieth ; 
Silver-sad its face in death, 
In the circle stirs no breath, 
And no wind sigheth. 

At the white feet of the dead 
In its deep and airy bed 
One pale star gleameth; 
Like a child in sad surprise 
Peepeth with its timid eyes 
At death, and dreameth. 

And the branches of the tree 

Bare of leaf and sad to see 

Where no bird flieth 

Dark and eerie shadows trace 
On that dead and shining face 
Where no wind sigheth. 
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TOGETHER 

Together live, 

Together die, 

Together 'neath 

A greater sky 

Rise and rejoice ; 

And hear God's voice 

Together ; 

And children-wise. 

In sweet surprise 

Look then into each other's eyes. 

And cry, 

"Oh ! this is paradise," 

Together ; 

And 'neath the greater 

Sky above 

Together live, 

Forever love. 



DAY-MOON 

A silver mist that lies 

In the shadow of the skies 

When the watchful sunlight seems 

Absorbed in its dreams. 

A radiant child, too bright 
For the Cloisters of the Night, 
That steals to furtive play 
In the Garden of the Day. 
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I DREAMED A DREAM OF DEATH 

I dreamed a dream of Death, and he was fair 
As beautiful, wan moonshine in the night. 
As pale, curl'd blooms of foam in the sea-hair. 
As froth of blossoms, lavender and white. 
And pink and purple on the springtime tree. 
As the new grass when the last frost is gone. 
As Love in its first budding ecstasy. 
As heaven that dreams above the cradled dawn. 

I dreamed a dream of Death, and he was fair 
As winter stillnesses, as autumn eves. 
When one by one the stars dance out in air 
Above the wind's embraces and clutch'd leaves ; 
As clouds that on a moon-bewitched night 
Take on spell'd shapes of forest and deep sea — 
Death came to me with his tall tallow-light, 
And I cried out in sweatful agony. 
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IN A WHISPER 

When the day's a wee speck i' the west. 
And the wind's a wee mouse i' the tree, 
When the birdie's asleep in its nest. 
And the stars are asleep i' the sea, 
A Voice comes out of the Magic Land and tells strange 
tales to me. 

Such tales of the Neverland, 
Where the talking shadows flit, 
And God lays down H^s hand 
For children to lie in it, 

And a heart may come from the swift, red world and 
rest a little bit. 

And the dark comes out o' the ground. 
And the moon comes out o' the blue. 
And the gray earth sinks in a swound. 
And sleeps and is bom anew ; 

And I list to the tales they tell me and I tell them then 
to you. 
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MY GARDEN 

My love is like a garden 
Whereto I come at eve 
From dusty ways and windy 
And men who toil and grieve ; 
My love is like a garden 
That blows with stars at eve. 

Here when the moon is risen, 
And all the grass is wet, 
The flowers glow a greeting. 
The birds sing out, "Forget- 



The moon hath left her prison. 
The fever and the fret !" 



I breathe wild blooms of kisses 
And fragrant flowers of words ; 
My heart sings back a challenge 
Unto the bower'd birds ; 
I breathe wild blooms of blisses 
And fragrant flowers of words. 

And when the stars are clustered 
Like grapes upon a vine. 
In moonlight on the roses 
My dreams descend and shine ; 
And all the earth is music. 
And all the world is wine. 
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WHEN THE STORM IS DONE 

When the storm is done, 
Cometh the sun 
On the singing air ; 
Earth looks up smiling, 

Doubly fair 

Her garments green 
Are glistening clean, 
And her cheeks are fresh 
With a sparkling sheen. 
While all about 
In gleeful rout 
Her pent-up folk 
Come gaily out 
And laugh and look 
From nest and nook 
And earthen bower 
And house and tree 
And folded flower. 
All glad to see 
The ruddy sun 
So golden bright 
When the storm is done. 

When Grief is done, 
Cometh the sun 
On the silent heart 
With a healing art ; 
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UVr/; ^^'^ smiling 
Tjfe looks W 

Doubly s^f^ 
^l cleansed anew 

2ttd fresh in dew 

Q{ {alien tears 

Xhat in the light 

Oi years unborn 

Glisten like dew 

In golden mom ; 

Then full and fair 

Upon the air 

Its pent-up Laughter 

Runneth out 

In ruddy rout. 

And Love leaps up 

With the heart's gold cup 

To the brimming sun, 

To fill with joy 

When Grief is done. 
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ON A GREY DAY IN THE TOWN 

On a grey day in the town 
Old moods are in my heart, and in my eyes 

The magic of old skies ; 
Time dons a threadbare, well-remembered gown 
Where still old faded dreams, old wonders shine ; 

I quaff a wizard wine 
Out of the air, and swoon in mist of tears, 
And waken by the sea of the dead years. 

It sings again in sunlight and by star. 
It sings of splendid lands that glisten far 
Beyond the blue horizon ; lands for me 
Set in the purple sea 



For me and for my winged ships alone 

Ah ! never dreamed I that their ghosts would moan 

About me of my galleons gone astray, 

Or wrecked upon the windy ocean-way 

But now my fleet comes home. 
Like glow-worms in a garden of the gloam. 

Out of the storm of tears 
For a new sally on the shimmering years. 
Still gleam their silver sails that once dipped dim — 
And ne'er returned — ^beyond the strange sea-rim — 
Ah ! blessed day of greyness on the town. 

And white rain singing down, 
That bring my ships thro' the untraced foam 
Back to my heart, their haven and their home ! 
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Ah ! dream of dreams, no anchor of my pain 
Troubles the morning waters of your quay ; 

They must fare forth again, 
Their prows flame challenge to the calling way, 
Their sails are singing to the siren wind ; 
And still the perilous path is musical 
With promise and the splendid lands are kind— 
Where nor sad echoes nor lorn shadows fall 



Ah ! once before your sails the morning shed, 

And into darkness sped. 
Where winds are dirges and the clouds drip tears ; 

But on, elate, 

The wandering waters wait 

God speed you on the sea of the dead years. 

And bless the g^ey day on the town. 

And the white rain singing down. 

That bring my ships thro' the untraced foam 

Safe to my heart their home ! 
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CHANT OF FAILURE 

To My Fragments 

From these, my f utile, sad b^[umiiigs 
That die 'twixt eventide and dawn. 
From my poor spirit's hapless sinnings 
And its still-bom, pathetic spawn. 
From my faint labors, misty-wan 
'Gainst the horizon of my thought, 
I know that when the night is gone 
I shall stand upright, fully wrought. 

Disheartened tho' I be in moiling 

For an unshapen crown and wing. 

Dim tho' the harvest of my toiling 

Be in its mystic bourgeoning, 

I am fulfilled when I sing. 

And know, howe'er the tune may chance^ 

That in some richer rendering 

My song shall be my radiance. 

From every doubt my faith climbs stronger. 

From every cloud the moon swims out 

A little heart a little longer 
And Truth shall lay the dusty doubt ; 
Tho' all my strivings end in rout, 
Tho' lamely still my soul must dance, 
My unsung cadence, God, shall flout 
My failures with significance. 
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Not what my hands make of my dreaming, 
Not what my tongue attempts of Song, 
And not the hazard of my seeming 
For judgment of the dying throng 
Shall fix my place the stars among, 

Nor be my purpose in the Plan 

The symphony of God^ is long 

And in each movement pulses Man 



But in my silent Song's aspiring, 
That died not tho' it had no wings, 
In music of my rapt desiring 
The echo of the Great Song sings, 
And to its lonely temple brings 
Its purple certainties of light 
And concords from unvision'd strings 
My heart hears dreaming in the night. 
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AT THE GATES OF SLEEP 

Here, where the moments stay 

And breathe an anodyne, 

My lady goes her way 

And I go mine ; 

I hold her to my heart, 

A kiss, and then we part. 

I watch her faint and fade 

Into the starless mist 

Where silence holds with shade 

Eternal tryst; 

She passes from my view. 

And then I enter, too. 

All through the timeless place 

I seek her in the night, 

And sometimes see her face 

The darkness light. 

And sometimes find she's gone 

To meet me in the dawn. 

And sometimes I behold 
Her sitting on a hill. 
And sometimes in a wold 
Beside a rill. 

And sometimes beckoningly 
She moves upon the sea. 

[99] 



And sometimes lo ! a change 

As of a flame is wrought 

Upon her, sweet and strange ; 

And sometimes not; 

But always it is she 

Who knows and kisses me. 

And sometimes, though I range 

The dark and call her name, 

I see her nor in change 

Nor yet the same ; 

And ne'er shall I know, I wist. 

What way she walk'd the mist. 

But though I roam the place 
Alone throughout the night. 
Or though I see her face 
The darkness light, 
I always find she waits 
With morning at the gates. 



[lOO] 



ASLEEP 

Peace sail with thee the seas of sleep^ 

My little one, my precious one, 

And to thy spirit on the deep 

Be wind and wave and sun ; 

And may my Love the helmsman be 

To steer thy craft upon the sea ! 

So like a white flower in the moon 
Thy pallid, gentle beauty gleams. 
And I can hear my lone heart croon 
Sadly above thy dreams. 
My little sailor on the night, 
Gk)d find thee places of delight I 

God find thee places of delight 

Upon the silent sea of sleep, 

And send his spirits on the night 

Thy fragile bark to keep ; 

And may he send my love to thee 

That thou may'st still remember me t 



[lOl] 



FLOWERS OF THE NIGHT 

Flowers of the night, wild stars that bloom 
In darkness on your high-flung way, 
What Will ordains you to the gloom ? 
What Purpose thrusts you from the day — 
The radiant day ? 

When westward with the sunken light 
Earth drives its fuming pageantries. 
You shed your colours on the night 

And glow upon the shrouded seas 

The veiled seas I 



In darkness is your freedom won — 
The silver dawn, the crimson swell 
Of morn where rides the homing sun 
To heaven's high kingship is your knell- 
Your silent knell! 



Forever must you flee the day !- — 
To trumpets of the waking skies 
Your beauty hearkens in dismay. 

Withers in pale affright and dies 

Grows pale and dies ! . 

And all your heaven is dark with day. 
And all your heaven is sick with light, 
More heavens than one, my heart will say. 
Whose sun is sorrow, whose delight 

Flowers of the night. 

Flowers of the night! 
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APOLOGIA 

With Wonder at the helm, my Ship of Dreaming, 
Its sails all fancy-filled by winds of Youth, 
Hath dipped below the rim of human seeming 
Into the sea of Beauty and of Truth, 

And in tempestuous freedom singing on 
To new adventures in the heart of Man, 

Found like Magellan when his cruise was done 

The longest journey ends where it began. 
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